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your C.O., and he'll fix you all right.   Well, I must be
moving/5
I was on my way to an ammunition dump, which I had
been detailed to guard. I walked up the road, and presently
the lorry which was to pick up Bernadotte came by. After
an interval the same lorry overtook me, this time with
Bernadotte on board.
"Want a lift?39 he cried.
" No thanks. I'm picking up the small railway at the
top. So long and good luck."
" And the same to you.3*
A cloud of dust and the wagon rumbled off*
The next thing I knew was .another cloud of dust. But
this was coming towards me, and in front of it was a cart
being driven furiously. It was no way to treat a horse, and
I was about to call out to the driver, when I realized that
he wanted to speak to me even more than I did to him. He
was pulling at the reins and the cart skidded across the
road.
The driver was the bearer of grave tidings. A shell had
dropped on to that wagon. I climbed on to the cart and
we drove back to find a mass of twisted wreckage, among
which lay buried the mutilated bodies of Bernadotte and
his friends.
He, too, had died fighting, though he had said nothing
about it. He had also died without a country. My advice
was too late. But there was still some small service left for
me to perform. I could preserve the secret of the relay
device. I would not give the game away. I waited till a
party fronWhis company came to investigate, and I informed
the officer in charge that one man had survived the disaster.
He had been badly shaEfen up, and had wandered into the
village. They would find him in the cafe, where he had
gone to revive himself. That was the story, It was
impossible for me to go back and warn the man, but I hope
it worked. It deserved to, for Bernadotte's sake.
For a time I was also in contact with the Australians,
who, as fighting men, were no less intrepid than tfce
Canadians* One incident stands out vividly in iny mind,.